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CHAPTER I 
INTRODUCTION 
Evidence in the last few years has shown that large 
numbers of high school students find great difficulty in 
their studies because of poor comprehension. 
In 1900 only ten per cent of the young people between 
the ages of 14 and 17 was enrolled in the public schools. 
Today our country has enrolled from sixty-six to seventy-
five per cent of all the young people of high school age. 
Young people who have difficulty in reading are just sit-
ting in class. Equality of educational opportunities will 
not be gained by these youths njust being in school." To 
have these students sit idly in classrooms, to learn to 
make things with their hands, or to do other busy work is 
a loss of educational opportunity. To provide a meaning-
ful education for these neglected students is a ttmust" if 
we are to achieve the impo~tant goal of equal educational 
opportunity for all youths. The classroom routine must 
be seen by the student as ~aving much meaning and enjoy-
ment or the effectiveness of instruction is greatly 
lessened.l 
--~----- ... ---....... -.......... 
1. Tyler, Ralph W., Next Steps in Improving Secondary Educa-
tion, ~School Review, December, 1952 
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.Tus tif'ica tion 
From research in the :field of English, it is apparent 
that dramatization is an excellent means of arousing interest, 
conveying ideas, providing enjoyment and aiding the slow 
learner when teaching the different phases of literature. 
Research revealed to the writer that there is a need of' 
dramatized material based on the core curriculum that would 
enable the students to appreciate and understand literature, 
and therein lies the justification of' this study. 
Purpose 
Since it is evident from research that dramatization 
is an excellent means of presenting literature to all pupils, 
especially to retarded and disinterested ones, the idea came 
to the mind of the writer that a collection of short stories, 
dramatized for classroom reading, would be educational, en-
tertaining and useful to the writer. 
The purpose of' this study is to present a collection 
of' dramatized short stories for the better understanding 
and appreci~tion of' literature for pupils at the ninth 
grade level. 
Scope 
The writer is at present a teacher of English at the 
ninth grade level. The majority of' the pupils for whom 
this work is prepared consists of those preparing :for the 
labor market within the next year or two. It is the writer's 
earnest desire to provide as many oral experiences as pos-
sible for these pupils in order to help them to meet their 
social~ potitical and economic needs in a democratic 
society. 
3 
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CHAPTER II 
. 
; 
REVIEW OF ! RESEARCH 
Reading ability is of gr$at importance to all, yet it is 
i 
amazing how many high school Jnd college students lack thi's 
ability. 
Blair1 states that pupiis enter high school with the 
' 
i 
most meagre of reading abilit~es. 
Gray2 states that it ha~ been estimated that from twenty 
' 
to thirty per cent of the hig4 school pupils read so poorly 
that they are able to engage ~n required reading activities 
only with the greatest diffic~lty. 
In a survey made in the eighth grade in St. Louis and 
repeated the following year, ~irty per cent of the students 
were found to be reading at o~ below the sixth grade leve1. 3 
i 
In a similar survey of sO:me of the smaller high schools 
I 
I 
in the state o~ New York, one !senior in every three was 
--------~~------,... 
1. Blair, Glenn M., Diagnosis' of Reading Difficulties, The 
High School Journal, Vol. 36, No. 1., October, 1952 
~ 
2. Gray, w. s., The Language Arts--Reading, Implications of 
Research for the Classroom: Teacher, Joint Yearbook of 
American Educational Resea~ch Association and the 
Department of Classroom Te~chers, Washington, D. c., 
National Education Associa~ion, 1939, p. 138 
! 
3. Kottmeyer, William, Improv~g Instruction in the St. Louis 
Schools, Elementary School! Journal, Vol. 45, PP• 33-8, 1~44 
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reading below ninth grade level. 1 
Strang2 makes reference to a group of retarded high-
school freshmen who were struggling through nivanhoen. The 
first half of the story was clarified for them and then they 
proceeded to read the remainder of the story by translating 
it, illustrating it and dramatizing it. ~us the pupils 
gained some understanding and enjoyment. 
Similiarly, it was pointed out that one group of re-
tarded pupils had one extra period each day for improving 
reading. This period was spent in readin~ and dramatizing 
easy, interesting stories. 
Margaret Painter3 makes these two suggestions in 
recommending oral actiyities for the classroom: 
1. Dramatization--original and from literature 
2. Radio--original dramatizationa 
An experience curriculum in English4 published in 1935 
• by the National Council of Teachers of English, recommends 
that literature be organized around experiences with and 
through stories, poems, plays and essays. 
5 
1. Smith, Dora V., Evaluatin~ Instruction in Secondari School 
English, English Monograp , No. 11, NatiOnal Counc 1 of 
Teachers-of English 1 1941, pp. 32-3 
2. Strang, Ruth, Illustrative Reading Programs, The High School 
J"ournal, Vol. 36, No. l, October, 1952 
3. Painter, Margaret, Oral Emphasis in the English Class, 
En~lish J"ournal, Vol. 36, No. 7, Sept., 1947, p. 348 
4. Meade, Richard A., Organization of Literature, English 
J"ournal, Vol. 36, No. 7, Sept., 1947, p. 366 
6 
These experiences should be organized to meet the needs 
of the students who may never enroll in a speech course. 
This type of student should be giveri enough speaking exper-
iences so that he can meet his social$ political and economic 
needs in a democratic society. These experiences should be 
developed in the core curriculum and adapted to the plan of 
general education. 
What kind of speaking experiences should be recommended? 
This is a logical question and one that is ably answered by 
reference to an article by the Speech Association of America.1 
To quote from the article: "~e kind of experience 
recommended can best be suggested by reference .to their (the 
pupils) immediate ends: (a) to make inquiry and to disclose 
information; (b) to ascertain the truth and advocate it; 
(c): to understand literature and interpret it; (d) to know 
drama and participate in it; (e) to evaluate the d-ynamic 
powers of radio, television, and the motion picture, and to 
respond intelligently to them. 
Article {c) and (d) are explained in the journal by the 
following paraphrasing: . 
Experiences in understanding literature and interpreting 
it can be provided only through good literature whose full 
meaning requires oral expression. 
__________ ....,. _____ _ 
• 1. Speech Association of America~ A Program of Speech 
Education, Quarterly dourna1 of Speech, October, 1951, 
Vol. 37, No. 3, PP• 348-388 
Experiences in knowing drama and interpreting it can 
consist of original dramatization of significant events 
dealt with in the general curriculum and of production of 
standard plays which in whole or· in part are adapted to the 
content and activities of the general curriculum. 
The trend over the last five or six years by textbook 
publishers is to edit the classics in such a way that they 
do not lose their original beauty but merely relieve them 
of those drawbacks which have made them so difficult es-
pecially to groups whose reading ability is low. These 
classics now written in clear simpie language are readily 
Understood by the ninth grader. , This simplified form is no 
different says Eckersonl than the translations of "Les 
Miserablesn or "The Necklace". Without these simplified 
classics many an American youth would grow up without know-
ing Mr. Micawber, Aunt Betsey Trotwood, Jane Eyre, Jean Val-
jean and countless others. Eckerson goes on to say that the 
pupils be allowed to write some of the scenes as radio 
dramas or dramatic monologues. nGive them what they want. 
Give your young people suspense and excitement,2drama and 
movement.n 
There are many times when you have found a particularly 
interesting or amusing chapter in a magazine or book that you 
were reading. It might be easily written in dramatic form 
1. Eckerson, Olive, Give Them What They Want, The English 
Journal, December, 1947, Vol. 36, No. 10, p. 523 
in an hour or more. This may be said also of short stories 
and poems. All popular magazines carry stories which are 
timely and easily adapted to dramatic work. Simple stories 
which have a theme or message and little love interest a~e 
the easiest to convert to drama. Among the values derived 
from this particular type of work are: tta keener interest 
and pride in something the teacher or they have written, 
natural and easy stage business, better reading of lines, 
and the ease with which pupils having little or no exper-
ience can be included in such productions. ttl 
Drama carries people out of themselves and that is 
what appeals, for the students like to project themselves 
as someone else. 
Most high school students read fiction for enjoyment 
and entertainment and if the reading of short stories can 
be made enjoyable and entertaining then they will read 
more of the better literature and not consider it a task.2 
If the pu~il doesn't enjoy the literature, it will be 
no good to him •. If the pupil is not free to reject what he 
does not enjoy, he is not free to embrace and appreciate 
what he does enjoy.3 Our every effort should be bent 
______ ..,. ______ _ 
8 
1. Cuddington, Ruth Abee, Easily Prepared Assembly Programs, 
English Journal, Vol. 34, February, 1945, p. 99 
2. Hook, J. N., The Teaching of High School English, 1950, 
The Ronald Press Company, N. Y. 
3. Welles, Orson, and Hill, Roger, On the Teaching of Shakes-
Peare and O~er Great Literature, English Journal, Vol. 
2'7, June, 1938 
toward helping him appreciate and enjoy good literature. 
Hook1 recommends the f?llowing examples of fictional 
scenes for dramatization: 
(1) Godfrey Cass and Silas Marner discuss the custody 
of Eppie. 
(2) Long John Silver is given the Black Spot. 
(3) The trial of Charles Darnay. 
If the study of literature is a continuous task of 
chopping, checking notes and delving for possible meaning, 
then reading becomes a chore instead of a pleasure. 
9 
Dakin2 writes that if you think a book is too difficult, 
do not use it at all. Probably the first type of prose 
narrative that you will teach in the ninth grade is the 
short story. Its brevity, simplicity, and familiarity all 
commend it as a good choice for introducing students to 
reading. 11You must, of course, base -your selections on . 
students' interests." 
Dakin2 continues, nyou should be careful to avoid 
utilizing your class time for a rehashing of the events of 
the story. A short check-quiz at the beginning of th~ 
period will take care of this. Your class discussion, then, 
can center about plot, character, and setting; the purpose 
of the author; _the meaning of certain words; the effect of 
_________ . __ _.. ......... 
1. 
2. 
Hook, J. N., The Teaching of High Schooa English, 1950, 
The Ronald Press Company, N:" Y. 
Dakin, Dorothy, How to Teach H~gh School En~lish, D. c. 
Heath and Company;-B'Oston, l94 , pp. 299-30 
some unusual bit of expression; and the interpretation of 
a significant passage. You may, too~ like to employ 
dramatization occasionally. Your students should write 
their own playlets; then the best can be given in class." 
.0. Henry's 'stories are recommended because they contain 
conversa t:ton. 
Mirrielees1 suggests the dramatization of ballads, 
stories and scenes from books as phases of oral reading or 
work that can be combined with English activities. 
Further review of research included: 
The English Journal from 1930 to 1934; October, 1935; 
January, February, September, 1936; February, 1937; 
October, December, 1939. 
The Quarterly Journal of Speech from 1930 to 1937. 
Speech Monographs from 1936 to 1942, 1944, 1946-1950; 
and 1952. 
The bibliography contains these periodicals and a 
list of books on dramatization, short stories and the 
techniques of informal dramatics, referred to and con-
sulted by the writer previous to the attempted drama-
tization of this collection of short stories. 
All these authorities recommended dramatization in 
teaching literature, yet none of the periodicals or books 
consulted revealed any study done on the dramatization of 
___ ._._..._ __ ........ _ .... _,.. .. 
10 
1. Mirrielees, Lucia B., Teaching Composition and Literature 
in Junior and Senior High School, Revised Edition, Har-
court, Brace and Company, New York, 1943 
11 
the short story. The only work found by the writer during 
the research relating to this type of work was the drama-
tization of the ttBill of' Rightsn. 1 
1. Kaplan, Marion, Radio Technique -in High-School Dramatics, 
~English Journal, Vol. ·341 No. 2, February, 1945 
CHAPTER III 
PROCEDURE OF ANALYSIS 
Stories Selected and Criteria ~or Selection 
In deciding which short stories should be used ~or 
dramatization, the writer was guided by the required read-
ing list for the ninth grade in her school. 
In deliberating which stories from this list would be 
suitable for dramatization, the following criteria were 
established: 
1. interest of pupils 
2. healthy human experiences 
3. education, enjoyment and amusement 
4. adaptability to dramatization 
From the required reading list of short stories the 
selected list was chosen, in so far as possible, for the 
portrayal of healthy human experiences that would interest 
the students for whom the dramatizations were to be written. 
From years of experience in teaching literature to boys 
and girls, the writer agrees with educators in the field 
that the interest of the pupils should be the most inportant 
factor in deciding what they should read. 
The short stories used in this study are those which 
over a period of years have aroused the interest of the 
pupils. 
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It would be unfair to say that these stories were the 
only ones that interested the pupils for many more did in-
terest them but these did not lend themselves easily to 
dramatization and the beauty and flavor of the authorst 
words would be destroyed in the process of dramatization. 
13 
To elucidate, Kate Douglas Wiggin 1s short story, "Tom 
o' the Bluebtry Plainsn contains so much beautiful descrip-
tion of nature and Tom's character is so beautifully por-
trayed through suggestion that it would be a travesty of 
justice on the part of an amateur to attempt to put all or 
any of this beauty into conversation. 
Another example would be Elize Orne Whitets short 
story, "A Hamenton Typewriter". Much of the amusement and 
enjoyment of this story lies in the novel method of learning 
to typewrite. A great deal of understanding and appreciation 
of this story can be had if, before the story is read, the 
students are allowed to spend some time using a typewriter. 
Without this experience in using a typewriter, the true 
worth of the story and the real enjoyment will be lacking. 
This apparent ludicrousness would fail completely if put 
into conversation. 
The following is the list of books from which the short 
stories were taken: 
1. 
2. 
Merrill's English Texts, Selected Short Stories, Charles 
E. Merrill Company, New York, 1914 --
The Riverside Literature Series, Short Stories, Houghton 
Mifflin Company, Boston, 1915 
3. Edwin Greenlaw, William Elson, Christine Keck, Dudley 
Miles, Literature~ Life, Book One, Revised.Edition, 
l933, Scott, Foresman and Company, New York. 
4. Short Stories, A Collection f'or High School Students, 
Edited by Henry Christ and Jerome Shostak, Oxford Book 
Company, New York, 1948. 
14 
From these four books containing the short stories, the 
following were selected f?~-~h~.p~r~?s~ ?~ dramatizationt 
The Blanket •••••••••••••••••••••••••• Floyd Dell 
The Face of the Poor •••••••• Nathaniel Hawthorne 
The Hero •••••••••••••• Margaret Weymouth Jackson 
The New Kid ........................ Murray Heyert 
The Open Window •••••••••••.••••••••••• H. H. Munro 
The Problem of Cell 13 ••••••••• Jacques Futrelle 
The Romance of' a Busy Broker ••••••••••• o. Henry 
The Sire de Maletroit'a Door •••• R. L. Stevenson 
The Waxwork ••••••••••••••••••••••• A.M. Burrage 
CHAPTER. IV 
THE DRAMATIZATION OF SHORT STORIES 
The following short stories, suitable for ninth 
graders, have been dramatized and the authorts words 
edited to suit the purpose of this endeavor. 
Although the wording has been changed, the ideas 
and the principles of the authors have not been altered. 
T.he setting, time, and properties have been mini-
mized to alleviate long exposition at the beginning. 
Erudition of this type would tend to lessen the interest 
of the reader and impinge on the purpose of the drama-
tization. 
Before attempting to prepare any of these drama-
tizations for presentation, the original story should 
be read to provide the readers with a background for the 
story and any detailed description that might be helpful 
to h~ in setting his stage and choosing the characters. 
) 
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THE BLANKET 
by 
Floyd Dell 
Foreword 
This story is not told to malign 
stepmothers or to say that widowers 
should not remarry. When you have 
read it, decide what message the story 
does have. 
Characters 
Petey, an eleven year old boy 
Joe, Petey's father 
Grandad 
Dora, Joe's fiancee 
16 
Setting~ Anywhere 
Tii11e: Anytime 
THE BLANKET 
by 
Floyd Dell 
Props: A fiddle, a blanket, a pair of scissors. 
{Petey and his grandfather are in the house alone.) 
17 
GRANDFATHER. Now that the dishes are done, Petey, let's 
go out on the porch. 
PETEY. Okay, Gramps. 
GRANDFATHER. I'll get my fiddle and play you some tunes. 
PETEY. {Pointing to a blanket) Whatts that, Gramps? 
GRANDFATHER. A blanket. Isntt that a fine one'l 
PETEY. Where did you get it? 
GRANDFATHER. Your father gave it to me. Isntt your 
father a kind man giving an old fellow like me such a nice 
gift? 
PETEY.. Why did he give it to you? 
~RANDFAT.HER. To go away with, Petey. It cost plenty--
all wool to keep me warm. 
PETEY. To go away? 
GRANDFATHER. Yes, Petey. Dontt you like the blanket? 
PETEY. (tears filling his eyes) Oh, yes, itts a fine 
blanket. 
" 
18 
GRANDFATHER.. Now I'll play some old tunes. This is one 
you'll remember. 
PETEY. Wait~ Gramps. Why are you going away? 
GRANDFATHERe Well~ your dad is going to marry again and 
Itd be just a nuisance around the place. Itts a fine girl 
your father is going to marry. Now what would you like me to 
play? 
.(~oe, Petey's father, and Dora, his fiancee come up on the 
porch.) 
JOE. Hello, Dad. Hi, Petey. Dora came over to see you. 
GRANDFATHER. Why~ say, now thatts real nice. 
DORA. I'll not see you before you leave in the morning, 
so I came over to say good bye. 
GRANDFATHER. Itts nice of you. Did you see the fine 
blanket my son gave me to go away with1 
DORA. Yes, itrs a fine blanket. (feeling of it) I'll 
say it is. All wool. (turning to .Toe and saying sarcastically) 
That must have coat plentyJ 
JOE. (Meekly) I wanted him to have the best. 
DOEA. (angrily) It's double~ too. 
(Petey goes into the house.) 
GRANDFATHER.. Yes~ it's double. A fine blanket for an 
old fellow to be going away with. 
(Petey comes out carrying a scissors.) 
DORA. Just the same~ he doesn't need a double blanket. 
(She turns quickly and leaves the porch.) 
PETEY. (coldly) Oh, she's right. Here's some 
scissors, Dad. Cut the blanket in two. 
GRANDFATHER. That's a good idea. I don't need so much 
blanket. 
PETEY. Yes, a single blanket's enough for an old man 
when he is sent away. Wetll save the other half, Dad; it 
will come in handy later. 
JOE. Now, son, what do you mean? 
19 
PETEY. (slowly) I mean that I'll give it to you, Dad---
when you 1re old and I 1m sending you---away. 
JOE. Dad, you know---
GRANDFATHER. It 1 s all right, son---I knew you didn't 
mean it. 
(Petey bursts into tears, and the eyes of the two men fill 
with tears.) 
JOE. Petey has made me see how selfish I am, Dad. Will 
you forgive me? 
GRANDFATHER .. Of course , son. 
PETEY. Come on, Gramps, play us a happy tuneJ 
THE FACE OF THE POOR 
by 
Margaret Collier Graham 
As you read this dramatization, try 
to picture Mr. Burson. What kind of a 
person is he? What are his principles? 
Are his principles old fashioned or 
can they be practiced in our modern way of 
life? 
Characters 
Mr. Burson, a poor worker. 
Mr. Anthony, a rich business man 
Mrs. Burson, an unsympathic wife 
Miss Anthony, Mr. Anthony t s daughter 
Rufus, Mr. Anthony's servant 
20 
THE FACE OF THE POOR 
by 
Margaret Collier Graham 
Setting: An office 
Time: Morning 
21 
MR. ANTHONY. (ring.ing for negro servant) Confound theml 
What do they think I'm made of? (Rufus enters and he hands 
him a letter.) Rufus, take this to Mr. Whitwell and tell him 
to answer it at once. Is anyone waiting? 
RUFUS. Yes, suh, several. One manrs been there a long 
time. Says his name's Burson. 
MR. ANTHONY. Send him in. 
RUFUS. (opening the door) Yes, suh, come right in. 
BURSON. (apologetically) Well, here I am at last. I 
suppose you thi~k it's about time. 
MR. ANTHONY. Er--yes--yes. 
BURSON. I guess you dontt remember me; my name's Btl.rson. 
I was up once before, but you were busy. I hope you're ·well; 
you look hearty. 
MR. ANTHONY. I am well, thank you. What can I do for 
you, Mr. Burson? 
BURSON. I guess the questionts what I can do for you. 
I haven't done much so far. 
MR. ANTHONY. Well 1 
BURSON. Mr. Edmonson told me he'd sold the mortgage 
22 
to you. You've waited long enough ~or your money so I 
-- -
thought I'd come up and see 1£ we could came to some settlement. 
MR. ANTHONY& I might foreclose. 
BURSON. Yes, that's true but you know I haven't kept 
the place as I ought and I don't believe it is worth the 
mortgage. 
MR. ANTHONY. You don t t think it's wor tl:l. the mortgage? 
BURSON. Not the mortgage and interest--over $300.00 
interest due. I don't believe you'd get more than $1,000. 
i£ you sold it. 
MR. ANTHONY. Edmonson owed me $2,000. Thatts what 
the mortgage cost me. 
BURSON. No kidding. Well, that's too bad. Now, I 
thought Edmonson was rather a good guy. 
MR. ANTHONY. Oh, he's all right. Just got caught in 
same business difficulties. He'll be okay. 
BURSON. Then he'll square everything with you? 
MR. ANTHONY. I kind of think so • 
BURSON. Could you come out and take a look at the 
place? 
MR. ANTHONY. (sliding down in his chair) No. I'll 
take your word for it. 
BURSON. I want to be fair in my dealings with 
you. 
MR. ANTHONY. Well, what would you say t~ your giving 
me the deed and two hundred and fifty dollars. Wefll call 
that square. Your wife will sign th~ deed? 
BURSON. (nervously) My_ wife do_esn t:t see ~h~ngs 
just as I do. She was willing to sign the mortgage to get 
the money from Edmonson but the lawyer said she didn't 
have to. (reaching into his pocket and pulling out a peach) 
Have a peach? 
MR. ANTHONY.. Thanks • 
BURSON. Aintt you got a knife? (taking a knife from 
his pocket) I keep the big blade f'or fruit. 
MR. ANTHONY. (beginning to eat) Pretty juicy. 
BURSON. I watered them more than usual, and it makes 
them kind of' sloppy to eat. 
MR. ANTHONY. Good. Now about the deed. Never mind 
your wife's signature. I'll risk it. Come Thursday and 
we'll finish the deal. 
BURSON. Of' course, I mean to t~ll my wife about the 
deed. I wouldn't want you to think---
MR. ANTHONY. Oh, sure, sure. Well, Good bye, Mr. 
Burson. 
BURSON. Good bye, sir, and thank you. Come out 
some Sunday and stay for dinner. 
(A~ short time later at Burson's home. He and his wife are 
talking.) 
MRS. BIJRSON. Do you mean to tell me, Erastus Burson, 
that you deeded him this place, and gave him your note f'or 
$250.00? 
23 
BURSON. No, no, dear; didn't I explain theretd be 
a deficiency judgment? 
MRS. BURSONo Well, I should say so. If anybody's 
lacking judgment ITd say it was you. Why, he's as rich as 
crewm, and you're as poor---
BURSON. Thatts not the point. I'm trying to do the 
honest thing. 
MRS • BURSON • (putting down. her mending) I. don r t think 
itrs dishonest to keep a roof over your family's head. I 
suppose we have to move. 
BURSON. No. Mr. Anthony wants us to stay. I'll 
have to get busy to pay off that note. 
MRS. BURSON. Don't lose any sleep over Mr. Anthony. 
Hets able to take care of himself. 
BURSON. Well, he don't seem to be--the way Edmonson's 
treated him--doing him dirt. 
MBS. BURSON. (hopelessly) You beat all, Erastus. 
Here's your overalls. Don't give those t~ Mr. Anthony. 
(Burson puts on his overalls and goes out.) 
(The following Sunday Mr. Anthony comes to call on Mr. 
Burson.) 
BURSON. (running down. the walk to meet him) Well, 
now, this is a surprisel 
NIR. ANTHONY. Changed my mind. Thought I 'd take a 
look at the place. 
24 
--
MR. BURSON. Glad_to see you~ sir. Welcomel 
MR. ANTHONY. Place doesntt look too bad. 
BURSON. rtve been doing a little more~ Come, come 
sit on the porch. (They go up on the porch.) Now you 
just sit still a minute and I'm going to give you some-
thing you ain't tasted in a long time. (Burson hurries into 
the house and returns with a pitcher, two glasses and a 
plate of doughnuts.) 
MR. ANTHONY.. And what's this? 
BURSON. Sweet cider! Made it myself. Not hard---
my wife you know---. Have a douglmut, Mr. Anthony? 
MR. ANTHONY~ Yes, thank you. Think I'll have another 
glass of cider--then I must go. 
BURSON. All right. But youtll come again? 
25 
MR. ANTHONY. Yea, I'll come again. Good bye, Mr. Burson. 
(Ten days later. Burson returns from town, dejected.) 
MRS. BURSON. You're.home early, Erastus. Are you 
sick? 
BURSON. {huskily) Mr. Anthony is dead. 
MBS. BURSON. Well, what happened?_ 
BURSON. Dropped dead in his chair. I went into his 
office today, and Rufus told me. 
MRS. BURSON. Too bad. 
BURSON. It almost killed me, the way some of them 
talked in town. They looked queer at me when I said how 
good he was. 26 
MRS • BURS ON. I guess there's a good many things you 
don't understand, Erastus. 
(The door bell rings and Burson answers it. A well dressed 
young lady is there--Thelma Anthony.) 
THELMA. Are you Mr. Burson'? I am Mr. Anthonyts daughter. 
BURSON. (excited) Why, my dear, I'm so sorry--
THELMA. (interrupting) I wanted to bring you this 
myself because---because of what is written on the outside. 
(She hands Mr. Burson a package of papers.) I have heard 
him speak of you. Any friend of my father must be a good 
man. My mo tb.er and I want to thank you. 
BURSON. To thank mef To thank ME? You certainly 
don't know---
THELMA. I know you were my father's friend. I dontt 
care about the rest. Good bye, Mr. Burson. 
(She leaves and Burson stands amazed in the doorway, reading.) 
BURSON. 'In the event of my death, to be delivered 
to my friend Erastus Burson.t I don't know what this means. 
There's a deed and my note marked tPaid' and a lot of two-
bit and four-bit pieces. I'll have to get somebody to 
explain 1 t. 
MRS. BURSON~ Wb.y you're free of debt! I guess I was 
wrong about Mr.. Anthony. 
BURSON. I dontt feel gentlemanly about it. I wish now 
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in many ways I had dropped in more often, and been more sociable. 
It 1 s strange but I think sometimes he was lonesome; and I 
don't know why, for a kinder, more genial man I never met. 
THE HERO 
by 
Margaret Weymouth ~ackson 
Foreword 
As you read this dramatization, 
concentrate on Mr. Whalen. Do you know 
any other parents like him? Does this 
story amuse you or do you think that the 
author is trying to tell you something. 
Characters 
The principal of the school 
Mr. Guido 
Mr. Guidots friend 
Mr. Whalen, an indulgent :father 
Mrs. Whalen, a sensible mother 
Marvin Whalen, a star athlete 
28 
THE HERO 
by 
Margaret Weymouth Jackson 
29 
Setting: Home of Mr. and Mrs. Whalen 
Time: Half past five in the afternoon 
(Mrs. Whalen is alone in the kitchen. The door opens and her 
husband comes in.) 
MR. WHALEN. 
MRS • WHALEN. 
. MR. WHALEN. 
Hello, dear. Is Marv in?. 
(whispering) He's resting. 
(pleased) Good. He needs it for the big 
game tonight. 
MARVIN. (in a husky voice calls from the living room) 
Dad? 
MR. WHALEN. (rushing into the living room) Yes. Did 
I waken you? I 1m sorry. 
MARVIN. (sleepily and stretching) I wasn't sleeping. 
Just resting. 
MR. WHALEN. (tenderly) How do you feel? 
MARVIN. Swell, Dad. I feel fine. I feel as though 
I'm going to be lucky tonight. 
MR. WHALEN. Thatrs finer That's wonderfulf I can just 
see the headlines tomorrow morning--Hilltown defeats Stone 
Cityl Boy, oh boyl 
MARVIN. What time is it~ Dad? 30 
MR. WHALEN. _(looking at his watch) Quarter to six. 
MARVIN. About time for me to get up and have my supper. 
Is it ready? I ought to stretch a bit more. 
MR. WHALEN. You lie still now, Marv. Itll see about 
your supper. 
MARVIN. Okay. 
(Mr. Whalen hurries to the kitchen.) 
MR. ~~LEN. (excitedly) He's awake. Is his supper 
ready? 
MRS. WHALEN. (calmly) In a minute, dear. Itm just 
making his tea. 
(Mr. Whalen hurries back to the living room. Marvin is putting 
on his shoes.) 
MR. WHALEN. How did your practice shots go yesterday? 
MARVIN. I couldn't hit a thing in the short practice 
yesterday. That means I'll be hot tonight. Red hotl 
MR. WHALEN. I hope so. I certainly hope so. 
MARVIN. You're going to the game, aren't you, Dad? 
You and Mother? 
MR. WHALEN.. Wild horses couldn tt keep me awayt 
(Marvin flexed his muscles, crouched a little, and made a 
twisting leap into the air, one arm going up over his head 
in a swinging circle~ his hand brushing the ceiling.) 
MR. WHALEN. (admiring his son) Wonderful I Something new? 
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MARVIN. We've been timing that pivot. Mr. Leach had 
two guards on me yesterday and they couldn't hold me~ but 
I couldn't hit. 
MR. WHALEN. Dontt worry. You will. 
MARVIN. Well, Dad, let•s eat. I ought to be getting 
up to the gym. (They go to the table where a lovely dinner 
is ready.) 
MR. WHALEN. (fussing) I dontt think you ought to put 
cake out where Marv can see it, when he cantt have any. 
MARVIN. It' a okay, Dad. I don t t mind. I '11 eat some 
when I get home. 
MR. WHALEN. Did you take a shower? Dry yours elf good? 
MARVIN. Sure, Dad. Of course. 
MR. WHALEN. Was the doctor at school today? This was 
the day he was to check the team, wasn't it? 
MARVIN. Yes. He was there. Itm okay. ~he arch 
supports Mr. Leach sent for came. 
M·R. WHALEN. (surprised) Arch supports? 
MARVIN. Yes, my left foot 1 s been getting a little 
flat. Doc thought I ought to have something while I'm still 
growing. 
MR. WHALEN. It's a good thing. Have you got them here? 
MARVIN. Yes. 
MR. WHALEN. Where are they? 
MARVIN. Right here. (He hands them to his father.) 
I'm still hungry but I can't eat more now. · 
31 
MRS. WHALEN. I'll have something ready for you when 
you get home. 
MARVIN. (rising) Itll see you at the gym. Sit where 
you always do, will you, Dad? 
car? 
MR. WHALEN. Yes. Yes, we'll be there. 
MARVIN. Okay. I'll be seeing you. 
MR. WHALEN. Don 't you want me to take you down in the 
MARVIN. No. Thanks, Dad, but no. Ittll do me good to 
run down there. It won't take me but a minute. 
(A shrill whistle is heard outside.) ~here's ~ohnny. 
(Marvin rushes out.) 
MR. WHALEN. Better hurry, Mother. The first game 
starts at seven. We won't get our regular seats if we're 
late. 
MRS. WHALEN. I'm not going to the gym at half past 
six. We'll be there in time and no one will take our seats. 
MR. WHALEN. Well, they better not. 
MRS. WHALEN. If you don't calm down you are going to 
have a stroke at one of these games. 
MR. WHALEN. (indignantly) I'm perfectly calm. Just 
because I want to get there on time, you say Itm excited. 
You're as up in the air as I am. 
MRS. WHALEN. 
MR. WHALEN. 
MRS. WHALEN. 
later. 
I am not. 
You are. 
You can go ahead, if you like, It 11 come 
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MR. WHALEN. No, no. I'll wait for you. Do you think 
we had better take the car? 
MRS. WHALEN. We'll walk. It will qo you good--quiet 
your nerves. 
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MR. WHALEN. (shouting) rtm not nervous. Well, come on. 
(They leave for the game.) 
(Two hours later the game is over. Hilltown has defeated 
Stone City. The people are leaving the ball.) 
MR. GUIDO. (speaking to his friend) Did you see the 
referee get Whalen for pushing? 
MR. WHALEN. (interrupting) Why, he never pushed at 
all. He couldn't stop fast enough--that•s •••• 
MRS. WHALEN. Will you hush? 
MR. GUIDO. That Whalen boy--he foul my boy1 Vif.ho cares? 
I get my harids on that tall monkey and I'll fix him. 
MR. WHALEN. (in a loud voice) Be careful. That's my 
son you're talking about. Before you do anything to Marvin, 
you'd better do something to me. Your son fouled all the 
time. 
MR. GUIDO. (yelling) ~atts a liel (Mr. Whalen hits 
Mr. Guido in the stomach and a fight follows. Mr. Whalen 
is struck in the eye. Friends separate them.) 
PRINCIPAL. Really. Really we mustn tt have any trouble. 
The boys don r t fight. If we could just keep the. father a 
away from the games. Really, Mrs. Whalen, this wontt do. 
MR. WHALEN. I've got a good notion to take a poke 34 
at him, too. 
(Mr. Whalen, grumbling, is dragged rrom the hall by his wife.) 
(At home, a few minutes later.) 
MR. 1k'HALEN.. (grabbing his w~fe and jumping with joy) 
We beat theml We beat Stone Gityl Hurrah! 
MRS. WHALEN. You old fooll I declare Ita be ashamed 
of Marvin if he acted like that. You and Johnny Guido's 
father fighting like hoodlumsl 
MR. WHALEN. I don r t care E I 'm glad I hit him. Teach 
him a lesson. I feel great. I'm hungry. Make some coffee, 
dear. 
(Marvin comes in. ) 
MARVIN. (chearfully) Hey, Dad, did you really have 
a fight? Someone told me you popped· Guido's father---
Boy, are you going to have a shinerl 
MR. WHALEN. (stubbornly) I want it to ~et black. 
MARVIN. (laughing) We sure fixed Guido. 
MR. WHALEN. (eagerly) Did you have a fight? 
MARVIN. Heck, nol I'm going to get him a date with 
Betty. He's coming up Sunday. I wasnft sore at him. I saw 
right away that I could make him roul me, give me extra shots, 
and get him put out of the game. 
MR. WHALEN. Well--er--er 
MARVIN. It's very easy to do with a big clumsy guy 
like that. 
MR. WHALEN. You must sleep late in the morning. 
Maybe you got too tired tonight. Now, don't eat too much 
cake. 
MRS. WHALEN. {applying a compress to her husbandts 
eye) Old ninny. You're getting too old to play basket-
ball. 
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THE NEW KID 
by 
Murray Heyert 
If you. are the kind of a person who has 
respect for truth, who knows that coming to 
grips with the harsh realities of life is 
part of the process of growing up, then you. 
will accept this story for the good you can 
get out of 1 t. As you. read it, keep asking 
yourself' the question, 1'Why do these boys 
behave the way they do?" 
Characters 
Gel berg 
Eddie 
Albie 
Wally 
Howey 
Marty 
Dexter 
Ray-Ray 
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·THE NEW KID 
by 
Murray Heyert 
Setting: Baseball diamond 
Time: Afternoon 
Props: Baseball and bat 
(A crowd of boys has gathered on the diamond.) 
MARTY. (wiping his nose on the sleeve of his jacket) 
Just going to play two bases? 
EDDIE. Hey, watch where you're walking? Can't ya see 
I'm making a scoreboard? 
MARTY. Let me play, Eddie? 
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EDDIE. What are you asking me for? It ain't my game. 
MARTY. Aw, come on, Eddie. Ttll get even with you. 
EDDIE. Ask Gelberg. Itts his game. Hey, fellows, Illl 
choose Gelberg for sides. 
GELBERG. Odds, once takes it. 
(They match fingers.) 
MARTY. Gel berg wins. 
GELBERG. I choose Albie Newbauer •. 
EDDIE. I' 11 take Wally Reinhard. 
GELBERG. Ray-Ray Stickerling for my side. 
EDDIE. Howey Reinhard for me. 
MARTY. Lemme play, Gelberg. 
GELBERG. I got Arnie. 
EDDIE. Okay, I got Paulie Dahler. 
GELBERG. Choose you for up first. 
MARTY. Eddie wins. Lemme play, will you, Gelberg. 
GELBERG. We 1re all choosed up. 
MARTY. Come on, lemme play. Didn't I let you lose my 
Spaulding down the sewer once? 
GELBERG. {calling to Eddie) Want to let.him play? 
EDDIE. 
MARTY. 
than me. 
Aw, we got the sides all choosed upl 
You let Howey play. He cantt play any better 
HOWEY. (yelling) Yeah, you couldn't hit the side of 
a house. 
MARTY. 
HOWEY. 
MARTY. 
Yeah, I can play better than you any dayl 
{laughing) You can play left outsideS 
Yeah, I'll get even with yout aey, Gelbergl 
If I get the new kid for even sides, can I play? 
(Marty doesn't wait for an answer but rushes down the street 
toward a stoop where the new kid is sitting.) Hey, fellow% 
Wanna play ball? What do you say? 
DEXTER. (the new kid) I don't know. I guess I got 
to go to the store. 
MARTY. (excited) You dontt have to go to the store 
right now, do you? 
DEXTER. (with his mouth full of bread) I got to stay 
in front of the house in case my mother calls me. 
MARTY. (impatiently) Maybe she won't call you. 
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DEXTER. (swallowing his bread) 
I got my new shoes on. 
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I don 't care. Anyway, 
MARTY. 
DEXTER. 
Aw, I bet you can•t even play ball! 
(getting up from the stoop) Yeah, I can so 
playl Only I got to go to the store. 
MARTY. (pleading) You can hear her if she calls you, 
cantt you? Can't you play just till she calls you? Come on, 
can't you? 
DEXTER. (putting the last of the bread in his mouth) 
Well, when she calls me---I got to quit and go to the store. 
(Marty and his friend dash up the street.) 
MARTY. (shouting) Hey, I got another man for even 
sides. Lemme play. I got another man! 
HOVr.EY. (looking the new boy over) You new on the block? 
GELBERG. You any good? Can you hit? 
MARTY. Come onl I got another man for even sides, 
didn't I? 
RAY. Aw, we got the game started already! 
MARTY. (sniffling) It aintt your game! It's Gelbergrs 
gamel Ain't it your game, Gelberg? 
GELBERG. (shoving Marty) No one said you w~renrt going 
to play. (turning to Eddie) All right, Eddie, I'll take the 
new kid and you can have Marty. 
EDDIE. (drawing his arm back as if to strike) Like funl 
\~y don't you take Marty, if you're so wise? 
GELBERG. Well, you didn't win the choose up, I did. 
40 
EDDIE. Well, you got to choose up again for the new kidl 
(They match fingers.) 
HOV(.gY. Eddie wins. 
EDDIE. (grabbing the new kid by the arm) Cheating showsl 
GELBERG. You two fellows get out on the diamond and let's 
see you catch a couple of flies. 
(Marty and Dexter go out on the field.) 
GELBERG. Hey, Marty, this one's for you. Catch. 
(Marty runs for the catch and misses.) 
GELBERG. HolyMosesl What do you want a basket? Can't 
you hold on to them once in a wbile? 
MARTY. (walking in) Aw, the sun was in my eyes. 
EDDIE. Attaboy, Martyt Having you out there will be 
like having another man on our side! 
GELBERG. Now let me hit a fly to Dexter. (He hits a 
fly to Dexter and he misses.) Get a baskett Get a baskett 
MARTY. (sniffling) He's scared of the ballt That's 
what's the matter, he's scared of the ballt 
DEXTER. I wasn't scared. I just couldn't see it coming. 
EDDIE. Holy Mosesl If you cantt see the ball why do 
you try to play? 
MARTY. (yelling) You see him duck? Hets scaredl 
DEXTER. Yeah, didn't you muff one that was right in 
your hands? 
EDDIE. (laughing) Yeah, the new kid's got your number. 
MARTY. The sun was in my eyes l 
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DEXTER. Same here. 
MARTY. The sun was so in my eyes. I aintt no yellow-
bellyl 
PAULIE. You hear what he called you? 
EDDIE. (looking at the new kid) You're not going to let 
him get away with calling you a yellowbelly~ are you? 
DEXTER. I wasn't scared. I just couldn 1 t see it coming, 
that's all. 
ALBIE. Any kid that let's anyone call him a yellowbelly 
must be one. 
GELBERG. Yeah, I wouldn't let anyone call me that. 
(Marty, with a sudden push, sent Dexter scr~~bling forward--
then pushes him again. Suddenly he realizes that here is 
someone who is afraid of him.) 
EDDIE. (to Dexter) You gonna let him get away with 
calling you a yellowbelly? 
DEXTER. (nervously) I got to go to the store. 
MARTY. (coming up close to Dexter) Yellowbellyl Scared 
of the balll 
(Dexter backs away nervously.) 
EDDIE. Yeah, he 1s scared. 
WALLY. Slam him, Martyl The kid's scared of youl 
GELBERG. Aw, sock the yellowbellyl 
DEXTER. (almost crying) Lemme alone1 
(Marty comes closer and strikes Dexter.) 
MARTY. (hollering) Yeah, yellowbellyl ·Three, six, nine, 
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a bottle of wine 7 I can fight you any old timel (He strikes 
Dexter several times until he has him crying.) 
DEXTER. Lemme alonel 
(All the boys gather closer together.) 
ARNIE. (hitting Dexter) Take that t 
PAULIE. (pulling Dexter's cap over his eyes) Take a 
look now. 
GELBERG. (booting him in the pants) And thatt 
(Dexter breaks away and starts to run.) 
DEXTER. I'll get even with yout 
(They all laugh.) 
MARTY. You see him duck when that ball came at him? 
PAULIE. Boy, just wait until we get the yellowbelly 
in the schoolyard. 
GELBERG. And on Halloween! Wait until we get him with 
our flour stockings! 
MARTY. Oh, boy 1 look at him run 1 
ALL. Hetd betterl 
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THE OPEN WINDOW 
by 
H. H. Munro 
Foreword 
Keep your eyes on the open window~ for 
there are some surprises for you. 
Characters 
Mrs. Sappleton 
Vera, her niece 
Mr. Nuttel, a neurotic 
Mr. Sappleton 
Mrs. Sappleton's two brothers 
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Setting: Living room 
Time: Afternoon 
THE OPEN WINDOW 
by 
H. H. Munro 
Props: Spaniel and guns 
(Vera Sappleton and Mr. Nuttel are in the living room.) 
VERA. My aunt will be down in a minute, Mr. Nuttel. 
MR.. NUTTEL. Thank you. 
VERA. In the meantime your11 have to put up with me. 
MR. NUTTEL. (smiling) It will be a pleasure. 
VERA. Do you know many people around here1 
MR. NUTTEL. Hardly a person. 
VERA. Oh, you haventt been here very long? 
MR. NUTTEL. No, my sister was here four years ago and 
she gave me several letters of introduction. 
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VERA. (surprised and pleased) Then you know practically 
nothing about my aunt? 
MR. NUTTEL. Only her name and address. 
VERA. Her great tragedy happened just three years ago--
that would make it since your sisterts time. 
MR. NUTTEL. (surprised) Her tragedy? 
VERA. Oh, yesl Maybe you wonder why we keep that 
window open in October. (indicating an open French window) 
) 
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MR. NUTTEL. No. It's quite warm f'or this time of' year. 
VERA. (excitedly) Well, let me tell you about the 
tragedy. 
MR. NUTTEL~ Please do. 
VERA. Three years ago this very day, my three uncles 
went out through that window. 
wr·R. NUTTEL. Through this French window? 
VERA. Yes. They went hunting and were swallowed up in 
a treacherous swamp. Their bodies were never recovered. 
MR. NUTTEL. What a terrible thing! 
VERA. Poor Auntie thi~ks that they and the little 
spaniel, that was with them, will come back some day and 
walk in that window. 
MR. NUTTEL. Is that why it is open~ 
VERA. Yes. You do understand, don't you? 
MR. NUTTEL. Why, yes. Of' course. 
VERA. She says they will come home, singing as usual, 
and the spaniel, barking. 
MRS. SAPPLETON. (bush~ing into the room) How do you 
do, Mr. Nu ttel. 
MR. NUTTEL. (rising to greet her) How do you do, Mrs. 
Sappleton. 
MRS. SAPPLETON. I hope Vera has been amusing you. 
MR. NUTTEL. (nervously) Oh, yes, yes, she has. 
MRS. SAPPLETON. (briskly) I hope you don't mind the 
open window. My husband and brothers will be home soon. 
MR. NUTTEL. (horrified) Soon? 46 
MRS. SAPPLETON. Yes. They've been ~unting in the swamps~ 
so they'll make a fine mess on my carpets. ~ust like men~ 
ian r t it? 
MR. NUTTEL. (shaking) Oh--oh, yes. 
MRS. SAPPLETON. (relaxing) Now tell me about yourself. 
MR. NUTTEL. (thrilled to be talking about his ailmen~s) 
My doctor ordered a complete rest for me--no mental excite-
ment--no physical exercise. 
MRS. SAPPLETON. (not interested) Oh 1 really. Too bad. 
MR. NUTTEL. My diet must---
MRS. SAPPLETON. (jumping up and running to the window) 
Here they are at last! 
MR. NUTTEL. (jumping up) They what? 
MRS. SAPPLETON. Just in time for tea, and look at them--
mud to their earsl 
MR. NUTTEL. (looking out the window sees three figures 
and a dog approaching--whistling is heard. He grabs his hat 
and walking stick and leaves quickly.) Well--rr--rr 
MR. SAPPLETON. (coming through the w~dow) Here we are, 
my dear~ fairly muddy, but most of it's dry. 
MRS. SAPPLETON. (greeting her husband) 1lfua t luck, dear? 
MR. SAPPLETON. Not much. Who was that fellow who rushed 
. e out of here as we came in? 
MRS. SAPPLETON. A most extraordinary man, a Mr. Nuttel, 
all he talked about was his ailments--then he dashed off 
without saying good bye. You'd think he saw a ghost. 
VERA. I guess it was the spaniel. 
MRS. SAPPLETON. (surprised) The spaniel1 
VERA. Yes, he told me he had a fear of dogs. 
MRS • SAPPLETON. Did he say why? 
VERA. He was once hun ted by a pack of dogs and had to 
spend a night in a newly dug grave with the dogs snarling 
above him. 
MRS. SAPPLETON. My word, that t a enough to make anyone 
nervous. 
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THE PROBLEM OF CELL 13 
by 
Jacques Futrelle 
Foreword 
"Nothing is impossible! The mind of man is master 
of all thingsl" Suppose you were to make that rash 
statement and your friends took you up on it. Then 
suppose that, as part of a wager, they placed you ~ a 
bare prison cell and challenged you to make_your brain 
get you out of there in a week--if it couldt 
This is the situation in which Professor Van Dusen, 
nicknamed liThe Thinking Machinett, found himself. Yet, 
by using his brain, he escaped with easel 
Cliar.acters 
Professor Van Dusen, a scientist 
Dr. Charles Ransome, a scientist 
Alfred Fielding, a scientist 
Hutchinson Hatch, a newspaper reporter 
The warden of the prison 
Three guards 
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THE PROBLEM OF CELL 13 
by 
Jacques Fu trelle 
Setting--Laboratory in the home of Professor Van Dusen 
Time--Evening 
(Alfred Fielding and Dr. Ransome are in conversation.) 
ALFRED. Dr. Ransome, did you see the article in the 
paper about Professor Van Dusen? 
DOCTOR. No. Wbat great discovery has he made now? 
ALFRED. The news reporters have given him the title of 
"The Thinking Machinen. 
DOCTOR. Why? 
ALFRED. He ts going to prove that two and two equal 
three or five instead of four. 
DOCTOR. Thatts impossible! 
(Professor VanDusen enters.) 
PROFESSOR. Nothing is impossible. The mind is master 
of all things. 
DOCTOR. How about the space ship? 
PROFESSOR. ~hat 1 s not impossible at all. It will be 
invented some time. I'd do it myself, but I'm too busy. 
DOCTOR~ You always say thatl Mind may be master o:f 
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matter but there are some things you cantt think yourself out of. 
PROFESSOR. What, for instance? 
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DOCTOR. Prison walls, f'or one thing. No one can think · 
himself out of a cell. If he could, there wouldn't be any 
prisoners. 
PROFESSOR. A man can apply his brain and skill so that 
he can leave a cell. 
DOCTOR. Suppose you were locked in a death cell. Could 
you escape? 
PROFESSOR. Why, of course. 
DOCTOR. Of course, you might wreck the cell by an 
explosive but if you were a prisoner you wouldntt have any 
explosives. 
PROFESSOR. No, no eXplosives. Treat me like any prisoner 
and I would leave the cell. 
DOCTOR. You mean youtd have tools to get out'l? 
PROFESSOR. No, I don't. Lock me in any cell in any 
prison, wearing only what is necessary and I'll get out in a 
week. 
DOCTOR. Are you serious? 
PROFESSOR. Certainly I rum serious. 
DOCTOR. Would you be willing to try it? 
PROFESSOR,.· Certainly. I have done more f'oolish things 
than that to convince men of less important truths. 
DOCTOR. Do you want to start now? 
PROFESSOR. I'd rather begin to-morrow, because---
DOCTOR. No, now. Let's say that you are arrested with-
out warning, locked in a cell with no chance to communicate 
with friends. In other words you would be treated like 
any other person, sentenced to die. 
PROFESSOR. All right, now, then. 
DOCTOR. Say, the death-cell in Chisholm Prison. 
PROFESSOR. Right. The death-cell in Chisholm Prison. 
DOCTOR. What will you wear? 
PROFESSOR. As little as possible. Shoes, stockings, 
trousers and a shirt. 
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DOCTOR. You will allow yourself to be searched, of course? 
PROFESSOR. Let them treat me the same as all other 
prisoners. I shall call my housekeeper. (Speaking into the 
telephone) Martha, it is now twenty-seven minutes past nine. 
I am going away. One week from to-night, at half-past nine, 
two gentlemen will have supper with me. That is all I can 
tell you now. Good night. 
(They all leave for Chisholm Prison.) 
(A short time later in the wardents office) 
DOCTOR. Warden, here is Professor Van Dusen who wishes 
to prove to us that he can escape from prison. Search him. 
Professor, are you sure you want to do this? 
PROFESSOR. Would you be convinced if I didntt? 
DOCTOR. No. 
PROFESSOR. All right. I 1'11 do it. 
DOCTOR. (to warden) Will it be possible for him to 
communicate with anyone outside? 
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WARDEN. Absolutely impossible. He will not be per-
mitted any writing materials or any sort. 
DOCTOR. And your jailers, would they deliver a message 
from him? 
WARDEN.. Not one word, directly or indirectly.. You may 
be sure of that. They will report anything he might say or 
turn over to me anything he might give them. 
ALFRED. That seems okay. 
DOCTOR. Of course, if he fails and asks to be let go, 
you understand you are to let him go free? 
WARDEN. Yes. I understand. 
PROFESSOR. I should like to make three small requests. 
ALFRED. No special favors. 
PROFESSOR. I don't want any. I'd like some tooth 
powder and I should like to have one five-dollar and two 
ten-dollar bills. 
DOCTOR. Is there any man whom our friend might bribe 
with twenty-five dollars? 
WARDEN. Not for twenty-five dollars. 
ALFRED. Well, let him have them. Theytre harmless. 
DOCTOR. And what is the third request? 
PROFESSOR. I should like to have my shoes polished. 
DOCTOR. Okay. Take him to his cell, Warden. 
(All walk down the corridor.) 
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WARDEN. Here is Cell 13. This is where we keep condemned 
murderers. 
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PROFESSOR. (ironically) Will this cell do, air~ 
DOCTOR. Itts perfect. What is that noise in there? 
PROFESSOR. Eats--dozens of the.m. What time is it exactly, 
Warden? 
WARDEN. Eleven.seventeen. 
PROFESSOR. Thanks. I will join you ~entle~en in your 
office at half-past eight one week from to-night. 
DOCTOR. And if you don t t? 
PROFESSOR. There is no tif" about it. Good night. 
(The following day, at noon, the jaile~ comes to Cell 13 
with the prisonerts.dinner.) 
PROFESSOR. Any improvements made here in the last few 
years? 
JAILER. Nothing particularly. New wall was built four 
years ago. 
PROFESSOR. Anything done to the prison itself? 
JAILER. Painted the woodwork outside, and I believe 
about seven years ago a new system of plumbing was put in. 
PROFESSOR. AhJ How far is the river over there? 
JAILER. About three hundred feet. The boys have a 
baseball ground between the wall and the river. 
PROFESSOR. I get very thirsty here. Would it be possible 
for you to leave a little water in a bowl for me'? 
JAILER. I'll ask the warden. Well, here is one here but 
if the warden objects, youfll have to give it back. If it is 
broken 1 it will be the last. 
PROFESSOR. Thank you. Ah, I've got you. 
JAILER. (sharply) Got what? 
PROFESSOR. One of these rats. See1 Itts a water rat. 
JAILER. Ain't you got anything better to do than to 
catch rats? 
PROFESSOR. It's a disgrace that they are here at all. 
Take this one away and kill it. There are dozens more where 
it came from. (He hands the rat to the jailer, who leaves.) 
(The jailer enters the wardents office at the same time as 
the guard from the yard.) 
GUARD. (reading aloud) 'Finder of this note please 
deliver to Dr. Charles Ransome'. 
WARDEN. (chuckling) Ah, plan of escape number one 
has gone wrong. But why did he address it to Dr. Ransome? 
GUARD. And where did he get the pen and ink to write 
with? 
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WARDEN. Well, letts see what he was going to say to Dr. 
Ransome. Well, if that--what--what do you think of this? 
GUARD. (taking the bit of linen .and reading) Epa cseot 
dTnet niiy awe htto n'si sih. nTn. 
(At four o'clock the following morning the prison is dis-
turbed by an awful cry. The warden, with three of his men, 
is rushing through the corridor. 
WARDEN. Itrs that fool in Cell 13. 
JAILER. (flashing his light) That fool is fast asleep. 
(The cry is heard again coming from above. They rush 
upstairs along the corridor to Cell 43.) 
WARDEN. What's the matter? 
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PRISONER. (trembling and shouting) Thank God you've camel 
WARDEN. What is it? 
PRISONER. (clasping the warden and shuddering) Take me 
out of this cell, please take me out. 
WARDEN. What 1 s the matter with you, anyhow? · 
PRISONER. (nervously) I heard something--something. 
WARDEN. (imp a ti en tly) Wb.a t did you hear? 
PRISONER. (stammering) I--I--I--cantt tell you. Take me 
out of this cell--put me anywhere~-but take me out of here. 
WARDEN. Who is this fellow? Viliat's he accused of? 
ONE OF THE JAILERS. Joseph Ballard •••• He 1 s accused of 
throwing acid in a woman's face. She died from it. 
PRISONER. But they can•t prove it. Please put me in 
some other cell. 
WARDEN. (angrily) Look here, Ballard, if you heard 
anything, I want to know what it was. Now tell me. 
PRISONER. I eantt, I can'tl 
WARDEN. Where did it come from? 
PRISONER. (sobbing) I don't know. Everywhere--nowhere. 
I just heard it. 
WARDEN. What was it--a voice? 
PRISONER. (pleading) Please don't make me answer. 
WARDEN. (sharply) You must answer. 
PRISONER. It was a voice--but--but it wasn't human. 
WARDEN. Voice, but not human? 
PRISONER. It sounded muffled and--and far away--and 
ghostly. 
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WARDEN. Did it come from inside or outside the prison? 
PRISONER. It didn 1 t come from anywhere--it was just here, 
there, everywhere. I heard it. I heard it. 
WARDEN. Ballard, if there is any more of this screaming 
Illl put you in a padded cell. Come, men, let's go. 
PRISONER. Don't go. Take me out, take me out. I did 
it. I killed her. Take it away. 
WARDEN. Take what away? 
PRISONER. I threw the acid in her face--I did it--I--I--
I confess. Take me out of here. 
WARDEN. What did the voice say? 
PRISONER. (gasping) Acid--acid--acid! It accused me. 
Acidl I threw the acid, and the woman died. OHl OH1 
WARDEN. Acid? 
PRISONER. Acid. That's all I heard--that one word, 
repeated several times. There were other things, too, but 
I didn 1 t hear them. 
WARDEN. Jailer, stay with h~ until he quiets down. 
(The warden and the other two jailers leave.) 
(The following day) 
PROFESSOR. (calling to guard outside his window) What 
day of the month is it? 
GUARD. The fifteenth. 
PROFESSOR. Who attends to those arc lights? 
GUARD. Man from the company. 
PROFESSOR. You have no electricians in the building? 
GUARD. No. 
PROFESSOR. I should think you could save money if you 
had your own man. 
GUARD. None of my business. 
PROFESSOR. (throwing a five-dollar bill out the window 
to the guard below) That's for you. (~e warden at that 
minute approaches the guard.) He said it was for me. 
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WARDEN. It's a sort of a tip, I suppose. I see no reason 
why you shouldn't keep--Wait a minute, did you say a five-
dollar bill? How could that be--he had only one five-dollar 
bill. I'll surprise him right now with a search. 
(The warden hurries to Cell 13. At the sound of the keys 
the Professor speaks.) 
PROFESSOR. Who is it? 
WARDEN. It's me. I'm making another search. "Wb.atts 
this stuffed in this hole? A rat? Why you--
.. 
PROFESSOR. And my pants, Warden, don't forget them. 
WARDEN. (gasping) (Five one-dollar billsl 
PROFESSOR. That r s right. 
WARDEN.. But you had two tens and a five--what the--how 
do you do it? 
PROFESSOR. That's my business. 
WARDEN. Did any of my men change this money for you--
on your word of honor? 
PROFESSOR. No. 
GUARD. Well, do you make it? 
PROFESSOR. That's my business. 
(The warden glares at the professor, walks out and slams 
' 
the door behind him.) 
(The last evening of imprisonment. It is six o'clock.) 
(Dr. Ransome, Mr. Fielding, a jailer, the guard and the 
warden are in the warden's office.) 
WARDEN. Everything all right in Cell 13? 
dAILER. Yes sir. He didn't eat much, though. 
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GUARD. The arc light in my side of the yard won't light. 
WARDEN. Confound it, that man's a hoodoo. Everything 
has happened since he•s been here. 
GUARD. (telephoning) This is Chisholm Prison. Send 
three or four men down here qQick--yes--to fix an arc light. 
(to Warden) Here is a special delivery for you. 
WARDEN. By Georgel 
ALFRED. Wb.a t is it? 
WARDEN. Just a minute. (talking over the short phone) 
How many electricians came in? Four? Three workmen in jum-
pers and overalls and the manager? Frock coat and silk hat? 
All right. Be sure only four go out. Okay. (turning to 
Dr. Ransome and Alfred Fielding) We have to be careful 
here--particularly since we have scientists locked up. 
(Picking up the letter) When I ~ead this I want to tell 
you gentlemen something about---Great Caesar1 
ALFRED. Tell us what it ist 
WARDEN. A special delivery letter from Cell 13. An 
~nvitation to supper. 
DOCTOR. What? 
WARDEN. {shouting to the guard) "Run down to Cell 13 
and see if that man's in there. 
DOCTOR. It 1 s Van Dus en's handwri ti!fg,; there's no ques-
tion of that. I've seen too much of it. 
(The telephone rings.) 
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WARDEN. (answering the phone) Hellol Two reporters, eh? 
Let 'em come in. (Turning to the doctor and Alfred) Why, the 
man can't be out. He must be in his cell. 
GUARD. (entering) He's still in his cell, sir. I saw 
him. He's lying down, 
WARDEN. There, I told you so. But how did he mail that 
letter? (A rap on the outside door i& heard.) Itrs the 
reporters. Let them in. Dontt say anything about this 
before them, because I'd never hear the last of it. 
{The door opens and the two men from the front gate enter. 
One is Hutchinson Hatch and the other is Professor VanDusen.) 
HATCH. Good evening, gentlemen. 
PROFESSOR. (irritably) Well? I'm here. 
WARDEN. (amazed and gasping) How--how--how did 
you do it? 
PROFESSOR. Come back to the cell. 
(They walk down the corridor to Cell 13.) 
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WARDEN. (still dazed) Why the door is still locked. 
PROFESSOR. See here. These bars at the bottom or the 
cell door are loose. And here too, these in the small window 
are loose. 
WARDEN. What's this in the bed? 
PROFESSOR. A wig, a large coil or strong rope,- thirty or 
more feet, a dagger, three riles, ten reet of electric wire, 
a thin, powerful pair of steel pliers, a small tack hammer 
with a handle, and--a Derringer pistol. 
WARDEN. How did you do it? 
PROFESSOR. (turning to his friends) Do you believe it now? 
DOCTOR. I do. 
PROFESSOR. Do you admit that it was a fair test? 
DOCTOR. I do. 
ALFRED. Suppose you tell us now--how--
WARDEN. Yes, tell us how. 
PROFESSOR. My agreement was to go into a cell, carrying 
nothing except what was necessary to wear, tooth powder, two 
ten and one five-dollar bills, and my shoes blacked. They 
were things which would have been permitted any prisoner under 
sentence of death, weren't they, Warden? 
WARDEN. Not money. 
PROFESSOE. Well, anyway, immediately _after .~reakfast 
the next morning I examined my outside surroundings from my 
cell window. I knew where the river was ·and that there was 
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a playground there. The outside thing that attracted my 
attention was the feed wire to the a~c light which ran within 
a few feet of my cell window. I knew that would be valuable 
in case I wanted to shut off that arc light. 
WARDEN. Oh, you shut it off to-night, then? 
PROFESSOR. Wait. While I was thinking about these things 
a rat ran across my foot. I found the hole by which he had 
entered. It was an old drain pipe, filled with dust. Drain 
pipes lead outside prison grounds. I wondered if this one 
led into the water or on land. 
DOCTOR. Now dontt tell us you crawled through this pipe. 
PROFESSOR. Next I examined at least a dozen rats. They 
were perfectly dry; they had come through the pipe, and they 
were field rats. So--the other end of the pipe ended on land. 
WARDEN. That's true. Go on. 
PROFESSOR. The first thing was to make the warden think 
I was trying to communicate with Dr. Ransome. So I wrote a 
note on a piece of linen I tore from my shirt, addressed it 
to Dr. Ransome, tied a five-dollar bill around it and threw 
it out the window. Warden, do you have that no te'l 
WARDEN. (taking the note out of his pocket) What the 
deuce does it mean, anyhow? 
PROFESSOR. Read it backwards. 
WARDEN. (spelling) T-h-i-s, this is not the way 
I intend to escape. 
DOCTOR. What did you write with? 
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PROFESSOR. The shoe black~ng, moistened with water, was 
my ink; the metal tip of the shoe lace made a fairly good ~en. 
WARDEN. (relaxing a little) Youtre a wonder. Go on. 
PROFESSOR.. To get back to the part about the pipe. I 
knew that the pipe led somewhere to the playground outside; 
I knew a great many boys played there; I knew that rats came 
into my cell from out there. Maybe I could communicate with 
someone outside. I needed a long reliable thread. I un-
raveled the tops of both stockings and I had easily a quarter 
of a mile of thread. 
WARDEN. You needed thread for what? 
PROFESSOR. Youtll see. I wrote a letter on a piece of 
my shirt to Hutchinsom Hatch. I knew he would assist me--
for the value of the newspaper story. I tied firmly to this 
linen letter a ten-dollar bill--there is no surer way of 
attracting the eye of any one--and wrote on the linen: 
''Finder of this deliver to Hutchinson Hatch, Daily American, 
who will give another ten dollars for the information.n 
WARDEN. How did you get the letter to him or to the 
outside? 
PROFESSOR. I took one of the rats, tied the linen and 
money firmly to one leg, fastened my lisle thread to another, 
and turned him loose in the drain pipe. The natural fright 
of the rodent would make him run until he was outside the 
pipe and then out on earth he would probably stop to gnaw 
off the linen and money. 
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WARDEN. How did you know the rat didn t t gnaw it all? 
PROFESSOR. When I went to bed that night I didntt sleep, 
for fear there would come the slight signal ~witch at the 
thread which was to tell me that Mr. Hatch had received the 
note. At three thirty I felt a twitch. (turning to Hatch) 
You'd better explain just what you did. 
HATCH. The linen note was brought to me by a small boy 
who had beeR playing baseball. I saw a big ~tory in it, so I 
gave the boy another ten dollars, and got several spools of 
silk, some twine, and a roll of light, pliable wire. The pro-
fessor's note suggested that I have the finder of the note 
show me just where it was p~cked up, and_ told me to ~ake ~~ 
search from there, beginning at two o'clock in the morning. 
If I found the other end of the thread I was to twitch it 
gently three times, then a fourth. 
WARDEN. And you foum.d it? 
HATCH. I began to search with a small bulb. It was an 
hour and twenty minutes before I found the end of the drain 
pipe, half hidden in weeds. I found the end of the lisle 
thread, twitched it and immedia te.ly got an answering twitch. 
Then I fastened the silk to this and Professor began to pull 
it into his cell. To the end of the silk I fastened the 
twine, and when that had been pulled in I tied on the wire. 
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PROFESSOR. All this was done in silence. I tried to 
use the pipe as a speaking tube but Hatch had difficulty me 
when I asked for nitric acid, and I repeated the word 'acidt 
several times. These were the words that made a prisoner 
confess to murder, so one of the jailers told me the next day. 
WARDEN.. How did you cut the bars'/ 
PROFESSOR. Cutting the bars was easy with nitric acid. 
I used the tooth powder to prevent the acid from spr~ading. 
WARDEN. But I still dontt see how you ~ot out. 
PROFESSOR. I cut the electric light wire with acid, as 
I said, when the current was off. When the current was turned 
on the arc didn't light. I knew it would take some time to 
find out what was the matter and make repairs. When the guard 
went to report to you the yard was dark. I crept out the 
window--it was a tight fit, too--replaced the bars by standing 
on a narrow ledge and remained in a shadow until the force of 
electricians arrived. Mr. Hatch was one of the.m. 
WARDEN. How did you get out of the prison yard'! 
PROFESSOR. When I saw Mr. Hatch I spoke and he banded me 
a cap, a jumper and overalls, which I put on within ten feet 
of you, Mr. Warden, while you were in the yard. Later Mr. 
Hatch called me, as a workman, and together we went out the 
gate to get something out of the truck. ~e gate guard let 
us pass out the gate readily as two workmen who had just 
passed in. We changed our clothing and reappeared, asking to 
see you. We saw you. T.hatrs all. 
DOCTOR. Wonderful! Perfectly amazing% 
ALFRED. How did Mr. Hatch happen to come with the 
electricians? 
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PROFESSOR. His father is manager of the company. 
ALFRED. But what- if there had been no Mr. Hatch outside 
to help? 
PROFESSOR. Every prisoner has one friend outside who 
would help him escape if he could. 
WARDEN. Suppose--just suppose--there had been no old 
plumbing system there? 
PROFESSOE. There were two other ways ~ut. 
(The telephone rings and the warden answers.) 
WARDEN. Light all right, eh? Good. Wire cut beside 
Cell 13? Yes, I know. One electrician too many? Vlhat 1s 
that? Two came out? (turning to his guests) He only let 
in four electricians, he has let out two and says there are 
three left. 
PROFESSOR. I was the odd one. 
WARDEN. Oh, I see. (speaking into the phone) Let the 
fifth man go. He's all right. 
PROFESSOR. Come, we must hurry. We have a dinner 
engagement or have you forgotten? 
THE ROMANCE OF A BUSY BROKER 
by 
0. Henry 
Foreword 
This story presents an excellent chance 
to discuss the stock market and the buying 
of shares. 
The story shows the effect the strain 
of business has on human beings. 
Characters 
Mr. Harvey Maxwell, a broker 
Miss Leslie, secretary 
Pitcher, a clerk 
Applicant from agency 
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THE ROMANCE OF A BUSY BROKER 
by 
o. Henry 
Setting: New York broker's o~~ice. 
Time: 9:30 A. M. 
(Pitcher and Miss Leslie, smartly dressed, are seated in the 
office when Mr. Harvey Maxwell enters the o~~ice briskly. 
Instead o~ removing her hat and getting to work, Miss Leslie 
sits, smiling.) 
HARVEY. (snappily) Good morning, Pitcher. 
(They both stare at Mr. Maxwell.) 
·PITCHER. (pointing to Miss Leslie's hat) Your hat, 
Miss Leslie. 
HARVEY. (noticing them staring) Well--what is it? 
Anything? 
MISS LESLIE. (smiling and moving into her own o~fice) 
- -
Nothing. (turning to Pitcher) Mr. Pitcher, did Mr. Maxwell 
say anything yesterday about engaging another stenographer? 
PITCHER. He did. He told me to get another one. 
MISS LESLIE. Where is she? 
PITCHER. I noti~ied the agency yesterday f;l.~ternoo.n to 
send over a ~ew samples this morning. 
MISS LESLIE. Well, where are they? 
PITCHER •. I don't know. Itts 9:45, and not a single 
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picture hat or gum chewer has showed up. 
MISS LESLIE. (remo.ving her hat) I will do the work as 
usual then, until someone comes to fill my place. 
(The phone rings almost continuously and the ticker tape is 
reeling out jerkily.) 
HARVEY. Answer that phone. Pitcher, watch this ticker 
and keep me informed of any change in prices. 
PITCHER. Very well, sir. 
(The phone rings again.) 
HARVEY. (answering it) Yes, yes---I dontt know---it 
looks good now. Sell---Nol 
(Mr. Harvey Maxwell looks up to see a pretty blond, dripping 
in jewels, velvets and furs and Pitcher is beside her.) 
PITCHER. 
HARVEY. 
PITCHER. 
HARVEY. 
Lady from the Stenographerts Agency. 
Who? What? Agency? 
To see about the position, Mr. Maxwell. 
(frowning) What position? 
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PITCHER. Position of stenographer. You told me yester-
day to call them up and have one sent over this morning. 
HARVEY. (raising:his voice) Youtre losing your mind, 
Pitcher. 
PITCHER. But--but Mr ...... 
HARVEY. Wby should I have given you any such instructions? 
PITCHER. You said Miss Les •••• 
HARVEY. Miss Leslie has given perfect satisfaction. The 
job is hers as long as she wants it. 
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PITCHER. But what will ••• 
HARVEY. (to new applicant) There 1 s no place open her~, 
Miss. (to Pitcher) Call the agency and put an end to this. 
PITCHER. Yes, sir. Miss, this way please. (He leads 
her to the outer door.) Very sorry, Miss. 
(The phone rings again.) 
HARVEY. (ignoring the phone) By George, Ifll do it now. 
I'll ask her now. I. wonder I didntt do it long ago. (He 
rushes into Miss Leslie's office.) 
MISS LESLIE. (looking up and smiling) Yes. What is it? 
HARVEY. (hurriedly) Miss Leslie, I have only a minute 
to spare. Will you marry me? 
MISS LESLIE. Why, my dear •••• 
HARVEY. Wait. I know I haven't had time to make love 
to you but I really do love you. Answer me quickly'please--
these phones ringing---these fellows are knocking the stuff-
ings out of Union Pacific. 
MISS LESLIE. (rising) What are you talking about? 
HARVEY. Don t t you understand? I want rou to marry me 1 
I love you. 
PITCHER. Telephone, Mr • 'Maxwell. 
HARVEY. See, I haven't a minute. Theytre calling me 
now. Tell t em to wait a minute, Pitcher.; Wont t you, Miss 
Leslie? 
MISS LESLIE. (tears filling her eyes) I know now. It's 
this crazy old stock business. Thatts what driving everything 
out o:f your mind. I was f'righ tened at :first. .. Don' t you 
remember, Harvey? We were married last evenin~ at eight 
o'clock in the Little Church around the Corner. 
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THE SIRE DE MALETROIT'S DOOR 
by 
Robert Louis Stevenson 
Foreword 
The story takes place in France in 
1429~ during the English War with France. 
Denis de Beaulieu 1 a French officer, 
even with a safe-conduct pass, is among 
his enemies. 
What happens to this perfectly inno-
cent man when he is trying to avoid trouble? 
Characters 
Sire de Maletroit, an arrogant nobleman 
Denis de Beaulieu, a French officer 
·· Blanche, the Sire r s niece 
The priest 
71 
THE SIRE DE MALETROITfS DOOR 
by 
Robert Louis Stevenson 
Setting: Doorway and living room of old chateau in France. 
Time: Late evening 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. Come.in sir. I have been waiting 
for you all evening. 
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DENIS. You are mistaken. I did not come to call. I 
was merely hiding in your doorway from some drunken soldiers. 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. Well, you are here. That's the 
important thing. We'll talk business in a few minutes. 
DENIS. Sir, I did not mean to open your door. 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. About my door--that was a brilliant 
idea. You came uninvited, but believe me very welcome. 
DENIS • You don 1 t 1:j.!lders tand, sir. I am a s trang.er 
here. My name is Denis de Beaulieu. 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. That is your opinion. Please let 
me have mine and time will decide who is right. 
DENIS. You must be a luna tic l 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. Oh, yesl (He bursts into a long 
fit of laughter.) 
DENIS. Sir, you are crazy, and I can use my time 
better than talking to you. No one can make me stay here. 
(He turns to go. ) 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. My dear nephew, sit downl 
DENIS. Nephewl You liel 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. (harshly) Sit down, you rogue. 
Do you think I put that special contraption on the door and 
took no other precaution. Of course, if you prefer to be 
bound and gagged •••• 
DENIS. Do you mean I am a prisoner? 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. You draw your own conclusions. 
(The curtains are drawn aside and a tall priest appears. 
Behind him is a chapel and before the altar a young girl, 
dressed as a bride, is kneeling.) 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. She is feeling better? 
PRIEST. She is more resigned, sir. 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. She should have thought of that 
before she started this affair. (turning to Denis) Mr. 
de Beaulieu, may I present my niece to you? She has been 
waiting impatiently for you. (Denis is unable to apeak but 
he bows to the old man.) 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. Blanche, here is a friend to see 
you. Give him your hand---you must be polite. (Blanche 
rises and faces Denis. A look of horror and terror comes 
over her face. She screams.) 
BLANCHE. This is not the mant Uncle, this is not 
the mant 
73 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. Of' course not. Too bad you 
couldn't remember his name. 
74 
BLANCHE. (angry) I never saw him before. I never want 
to see him again. (turn~ng to Denis) If' you are a gentle-
man, answer this question. Have you·ever seen me before? 
DENIS. No, I have never had that pleasure. (to the 
old man) Sir, I have never seen your beautiful niece 
before. 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. That's too bad, but it is never 
too. late. Sometimes these unexpected marriages turn out 
excellent. You, as a bridegroom, may have two hours to 
get acquainted before we proceed with the ceremony. 
BLANCHE. Uncle, you can 1 t be serious. I declare 
before God I will kill myself rather than be forced to 
marry him. Uncle, pity me. Do you still think him to be 
the man? 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. Yes, I do. But whether he is or 
not I don't care. Let me warn you--be nice to him for 
your next groom may not be so appetizing. (He leaves.) 
BLANCHE. (to Denis) Sir, what is this all about? 
DENIS. God knows. I seem to be a prisoner in a 
crazy house. 
BLANCHE. How did you get here? 
DENIS. I was hiding f'rom a crowd of soldiers who 
had been drinking and were threatening my lif'e. 
BLANCHE. You deserve an explanation of all this. 
I have been an unhappy orphan as long as I can remember. 
Three months ago a young captain began to stand near me 
every day in church. Finally he wrote me a note asking 
me to leave the door open some evening that we might have 
a minute together. 
Did he know your uncle? 
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DENIS .. 
BLANCHE. Oh, no l But he knew my uncle didn t t trust me. 
DENIS. How did your uncle know he was coming to see 
you? 
BLANCHE. One morning on the way back from church he 
forced my hand open and took the.note from me and read it. 
In this note he asked me to leave the door open again and 
this is the result. 
DENTS. I dontt quite follow you. 
BLANCHE. (sadly) My uncle tried to make me tell him 
the captain's name and when I refused he forced me to 
dress in this wedding gown, and he laid his trap at the 
door. Then he awaited the coming of the captain, and 
planned to force him into marrying me. 
DENIS. Thank you for your confidence. I shall try 
to prove that I am worthy of your trust. Will you please 
take me to your uncle? 
BLANCHE. Yes. Be careful .for he is hard and shrewd. 
(Together they approach the uncle.) 
DENIS. Sir, I'll be no part to this trickery of 
yours. Under normal circumstances I would have been 
happy to marry so beautiful a creature. Under these cir-
cumstances, I refuse. 
SIRE DEMALETROIT. (smiling and sneering) I. guess 
you don't understand the choice you have. Come over to 
this window. We have here as you see an iron ring and 
rope--that is your other choice if you become stubborn 
and prefer death to marriage to my niece. 
DENIS. Let us settle the matter by a duel. 
SIRE DE MALETROIT. If I were younger, I might, but 
I am too old. Now if you object to hanging---then throw 
yourself out the window upon the swords of my servants. 
DENIS. Why, you ••• 
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SIRE DE MALETROIT. If you give me your word of honor, 
I'll withdraw my sword men and let you and Blanche have 
more privacy. 
DENIS. I give you my word of honor. (The old man 
departs.) 
BLANCHE. (crying desperately) You shall not diel 
You shall marry me after alll 
DE:NIS. You seem to think I fear death. 
BLANCHE. Oh, no, no • I know you are not afraid but 
I cannot bear to see you dieJ 
DENIS. You do not understand the real difficulty. 
You forget what you owe to another. 
~:::;-;:;.:.::· ······-· 
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BLANCHE. (dejectedly) Can I do anything to help 
you? 
DENIS. (smiling) Certainly. Let me sit beside you 
as a friend so that I may spend my last minutes pleasantly. 
BLANCHE. Come. Sit near me. (weeping) How can I 
look into your face when I have caused all this trouble? 
DENIS. Do not cry. Spare me. 
BLANCHE. I'll try. Itll be braver. Can I do any 
favor for you in the future? 
or family? 
Take a message to your friends 
DENIS .. 
BLANCHE. 
No. No message. No family or friends. 
Please don't forget me as a friend! 
DENIS. You are sweet, very sweet, and you are think-
ing too ;highly of this service that I am glad to do for you. 
BLANCHE. You are the noblest man I have ever met. 
DENIS. And yet I die in a mouse trap--with no more 
noise than a mere squeaking. 
BLANCHE. Sir, don't speak so lightly of your sacri-
fice. Anyone who gives his life ••••• Do you think me 
beautiful? 
DENIS. I most certainly do .. 
BLANCHE. Thank you. Do you think that there are 
many men who have been asked in marriage by a beautiful 
girl and refused to her face? 
DENIS. No, but you can't make me forget that I was 
asked in pity and not for love. 
) 
BLANCHE. I am not too sure of that. I respect 
you and I desire you but I have pride too. To marry you 
now would be to lose my pride. 
DENIS. It is not much of a love that shies at a 
little pride. (taking Blanche by the hand) Come, come 
to the window. 
BLANCHE. It is almost dawn. My uncle will be here 
soon. What shall I or what shall we say to him? 
DENIS. Whatever you want--Blanche, listen to me. 
Don't let me die for foolish pride or misunderstanding, 
for I love you better than the whole world. 
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BLANCHE. (whispering) You love me after all that you 
have heard? 
DENIS. I have heard nothing. 
BLANCHE. The captain's name was Florimond de Champ-
divers. 
DENIS. I did not hear it. Here comes your uncle. 
DENIS AND BLANCHE. Good morning, Unclel 
• 
THE WAXWORK 
by 
A. M. Burrage 
Foreword 
Mr. Hewson spends the night alone in the 
dim quietness of a wax museum. Observe him 
carefully as he waits and watches--waits for 
the morning to come--watches the group of 
' . 
notorious murderers who 1 of course, are only 
figures of wax. 
Characters 
Manager of Marrinerrs Waxworks 
Raymond Hewson, journalist 
Hewson's Conscience 
Dr. Bourdette, a murderer 
Member of the night staff 
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THE WAXWORK 
by 
A. M. Burrage 
Setting: Manager's office of the Marriner's Waxworks 
Time: Closing time at the Museum 
{The manager of the museum and Raymond Hewson are in con-
versation. ) 
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HEWSON. How do you do, sir. Let me introduce myself. 
I'm Hewson, a journalist. 
MANAGER. How do you do, Hewson. 
HEWSON. I have an unusual request to make. 
MANAGER. Let's hear it. 
HEWSON. May I have your permission to stay in Murderers' 
Den to -nigh t1 
MANAGER. There is nothing new-in your request. Teen-
agers are always making such a request to win a bet. 
HEWSON. Then you won't object to it? 
MANAGER. No, no, besides we'll gain publicity by it. 
HEWSON. Exactly, and I thought we might make a deal. 
MANAGER. (laughing) Oh, I know what's coming. You 
want to be paid twice, don't you? What paper do you work for? 
HEWSON. No particular paper, but I'll have no difficulty 
selling my story. The MORNING ECHO would_grab it in a min-
ute. 'A Night with Marrinerts Murderers'. No good paper 
would turn it down. 
MANAGER. How do you plan to write it up'/ 
HEWSON. Gruesome, of course, with a bit of humor. 
MANAGER. Okay, Hewson. Get your story printed and 
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there'll be a five-dollar bill waiting for you. I don't envy 
you your job. I'd hate sleeping down there alone. 
HEWSON. Why? 
MANAGER. I don't know. There isn 1 t any reason. I dontt 
believe in ghosts. Itts just that I couldn't sit alone among 
them all night. 
HEWSON. I have already promised myself an uncomfortable 
night, because your murderers' den is not fitted up as an 
hotel room. I dontt think your waxworks will worry me much. 
MANAGER. You're not superstitious? 
HEWSON. Not a bitl 
MANAGER. But you're a journalist; you must have a 
strong imagination. 
HEWSON. My bosses use to say I didn't have any. 
Readers want excitement. 
MANAGER. That's right. I think the last of the people 
have gone. Wait a moment. I 111 give orders for the figures 
downstairs not to be draped, and let the night people know 
that youtll be here. 
HEWSON. Is there someone down in Murderers' Den now? 
MANAGER. Probably, but I'll take you down now. Remember, 
no smoking--we had a fire scare to-night. This way, Hewson. 
(They walk to the stairs.) 
HEWSON. Not too much light, is there? 
W~NAGER. No. Watch your step. 
HEWSON. What are these? Racks? Branding ironsl 
Thumbscrewsl 
MANAGER. Yes 1 all taken rrom a medieval castle. Now 
here are the waxwork murdererst 
(They walk along the row of waxworks.) 
HEWSON. (reading) Thurtell? Who was he? 
MANAGER. The murderer of Weir. 
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HEWSON. (pointing to the next one) Is this one new? 
MANAGER. No. That's Lefroy, the poor half-baked little 
snob who killed for money so that he could be a gentleman. 
HEWSON. Who is this evil one? 
MANAGER. That's Charles Peace, sneering at his friend 
and fellow-murderer, Norman Thorne. 
HEWSON. I remember reading about them. 
MANAGER. Here's Brown and Kennedy, the two most recent 
additions, standing between Mrs. Dyer and Patrick Mahon. 
HEWSON. Why, Crippen 1 
MANAGER. I expected you 1d recognize him. Insignificant 
little beast who looks as ir he couldn't tread on a wor.m• 
HEWSON. Who 1 s this gen tlemai?-7 
MANAGER. That's Armstrong. Looks harmless, doesn't he? 
HEWSON. Vaquier. Everyone recognizes Vaquier. 
MANAGER. Yes, you donrt miss Vaquier because of his beard. 
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HEWSON. And this one? 
MANAGER. Oh, I was coming to him. Come and have a good 
look at him. This is our prize. He's the only one of the 
bunch that hasn't been caught and hanged. 
HEWSON. (gasping) But who is he? 
MANAGER. That is Dr. BourdetteJ 
HEWSON. The name is familiar, but--
MANAGER. (smiling) You'd remember better if you were 
a Frenchman. For some time that man had been a terror of 
Paris. He carried on his work of healing by day, and of 
throat-cutting by night, when the fit was on him. He killed 
for the sheer devilish pleasure it gave him to kill, and 
always in the same way--with a razor. 
HEWSON. (shuddering) I don't like him at all. Ughl 
What eyes hets got1 
MANAGER. Yes, this figure's a little masterpiece. You 
find the eyes bite into you? Bourdette hypnotized his victims 
before murdering them. 
struggle. 
There were never any signs of a 
HEWSON. I thought I saw him move. 
MANAGER. (smiling) You 111 have more than one optical 
illusion before the night's out, I expect. You won't be 
locked in, dontt worry. 
(A staff member comes in carrying a chair.) 
STAFF MEMBER. Here is a chair for you, sir. Where will 
I put it? (grinning) Just here, so you can have a little 
talk with Crippen when you're tired of sitting still? Or 
there's old Mother Dyer over there, making eyes and looking 
as if she could do with a bit of company. Say where, s~r. 
HEWSON. (impatient) I'll place it myself, thanks. 
STAFF MEMBER. (enjoying himself) Well, good night, 
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sir. Itm upstairs if you want me. Don't let them sneak up 
behind you and touch your neck with their cold and clammy hands. 
And look out for old Mr~. Dyer; I believe she's taken a fancy 
to you. 
HEWSON. (curtly) Thank you. Good night. (The manager 
and the staff member leave.) It will be better if I place 
the chair so that my back is toward Dr. Bourdette. 
CONSCIENCE. Why do the eyes' of Dr. Bourdette haunt and 
torment you? 
HEWSON. My nerves have started already. If I turn and 
look at that dressed up dummy, it will be an admission of 
fear. What's wrong with me? 
CONSCIENCE. Are you afraid to turn and look at him? 
~ffiON. I'm not afraidl I'll take a quick look. There{ 
You're only waxworks like the rest of theml 
CONSCIENCE. Yes, that's truel But waxworks don't move, 
do they? 
HEWSON. Of course notl 
CONSCIENCE. Well, take Crippen, for instance. Doesnrt 
he seemed to have turned one degree tofhe left? 
HEWSON. Nol It is merely an illusion. 
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CONSCIENCE. Maybe~ but look at Field andGray. Surely, 
you cantt deny one o~ them has moved his handsl 
HEWSON. And they tell me I've got no imagination% 
CONSCIENCE. Has Crippen moved again while y~u were note-
taking? You know you cantt trust that little man,t Once 
you take your eyes o~~ him he'll take advantage o~ it to 
shi~t his position. 
HEWSON. That's what they are all doing. I'm going homel 
I 1m not spending the night with a lot o~ waxworks that move 
when I'm not looking. 
CONSCIENCE. That's cowardly and absurdl 
HEWSON. Of course. I 111 just swing around quickly and 
see. Hal Hal I nearly caught you that time, Crippen. You'd 
better be careful, Crippen---and all the rest of you. If I 
see one of you move Itll smash you to piecesl Do you hear? 
CONSCIENCE. You really ought to go. You've experienced 
enough to write your story. The MORNING ECHO will be none 
the wiser as to how long you stayed. 
HEWSON. But what about the night watchman upstairs? 
And the manager will quibble over that ~ive dollars which I 
need so badly. 
CONSCIENCE. Do you hear someone breathing? 
HEWSON. (screaming) Yest Yes! You, Dr. Bourdette, 
you breathed, you moved, curse youJ Yes, you did, curse 
yout I saw youl 
DR. BOURDETTE. (in perfect English) Good eveningl 
Something tells me that you are--shall we_say nervous1 My 
dear sir, I am not a waxwork come to lire. I am Bourdette. 
86 
HEWSON. (stammering) What--what are you doing here? 
DR. BOURDETTE. I was close to this building this even-
ing when I saw a policeman regarding me a little too closely. 
I guessed that he was going to stop me and ask a lot or em-
barrassing questions, so I mingled with the crowd and came 
in here. 
HEWSON. How did you get into these chambers? 
DR. BOURDETTE. I raised a cry of fire, and when all the 
fools rushed out, I came down, stripped my effigy of the caped 
coat which I am wearing, put it on, hid my effigy under the 
staircase, and took its place on the pedestal--very tiring. 
~WSON. But youtre suppose to be deadl 
DR. BOURDETTE. Clearly I am not dead, although it is 
well that the world thinks I am. 
HEWSON. What is your business? 
DR. BOURDETTE. Collector. I collect throats. 
HEWSON. You--you--you--what? 
DR. BOURDETTE. Collect throats. But you have a skinny 
neck, sir, if you dontt mind my saying so. I should rtever 
have selected you from choice. I like men with thick necks--
thick red necks •••• Now, this is a little French razor. It 
does not cut very deep, but deep enough. Does it suit you, 
sir? •••• You will have the goodness, please, to raise your_chin 
a bit. Thank you, and a little more. ~ust a little more. 
Ah1 thank you •••• MRECI, M'SIEUR. ... AH, MERCI •• MERCI. 
(The doctor returns to his pedestal as the night watchman 
enters.) 
NIGHT WATCHMAN. Ahl Good morni:p,g Mr. Hewsonl What? 
Still asleep? Why are you so quiet? Why are you leaning 
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so far back in your arm-chair? Why is your chin so uptilted 
as if you were waiting to be shaved? Not a scratch on your 
throat! Not a mark on your body--but youtre cold! YOUtRE 
DEAD11 
CHAPTER V 
SUGGESTIONS FOR USING DRAMATIZATIONS 
These dramatizations may be interspersed with the other 
short stories to provide variation in assignments. 
The modern idea is to emphasize characters rather than 
plot 1 setting or theme. There is little room for many char-
acters in a short story; there are seldom more than six. 
In a short story there is usually one character who 
stands out and around whom the story is written. Because. 
the characters in a short story are so important we should 
try to select the pupil who is going to take this part 
with care. This is very true if we are trying to put on 
an excellent production but if the underlying purpose in 
dramatizations is to aid the pupils in their understanding 
and appreciation o.f literature 1 then the best reader should 
not be assigned the leading part each time. Let the pupils 
with weak soft voices have a chance to project themselves 
as some one else and the results may be surprising. 
One of the first suggestions before attempting to read 
these dramatizations would be to give the pupils a series 
of sentences using the various marks of punctuation and 
interpretation,, such as: 
I beg your pardon. Did you say nyes"? 
Skeptically. So you·said "yean? 
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Enthusiastically. Did you say nyes"? 
Gleefully. Did you say nyestt? 
Angrily. Did you say "yesn? 
Firmly. I wonrt budge. 
When the sentences have been read, ask the.m if they 
noticed the change in their voices with the various marks 
and tones implied. Take some of the dialogue from the 
dramatizations and see how they respond to it. 
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Pass out mimeographed copies of the play to be read and 
discuss the list of characters with them. Let the pupils 
decide what character they would like to be. If you have 
several who want a certain part then let each prepare part 
of the play or have tryouts the next day. The class will 
choose the one who is to play the part. 
Be sure that each pupil has a copy of the dramatization 
that is going to be read in class the following day so that 
each may be familiar with his part. ~he children should be 
encouraged to read their parts of the dramatizations aloud 
at home to insure proper emphasis and smoother reading. 
Much good may be gained if the characters are discussed 
the day that the dramatizations are assigned and the teacher 
might read a few lines or ask how a particular line should 
be read. The interpretation of the lines will best be ac-
complished by discussing the character, the punctuation 
marks surrounding his words and "businessn. 
Be sure that each pupil has a chance to participate in 
these dramatizations. Be ever on the watch for that small 
per cent who want the lead each time. Allocate to these 
individuals the preparation of the stage or the procurement 
of costumes. 
Much of this work can be carried on in the auditorium 
and it will give the individuals a chance to walk about a 
little more, attempt a little stage business and probably, 
most important of all, they will hear themselves talk. 
This does not mean that an English class must spend 
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its time in the auditorium but a few periods from each month 
can be used profitably in this manner. If the class under-
stands that this is a privilege and not a task, they will 
not deprive themselves of this privilege. 
If this work can be carried on from time to time a 
little of the stage vocabularly can be used and this type 
of word study will not be objectionable to them but, on the 
contrary, they will feel very grown up and will use it 
freely. This vocabulary might include such words as: 
grease paint dialogue. ad lib 
upstage backstage cue 
dovmstage offstage wings 
stage business spotlight drop 
props director make-up 
property manager prompter tag-line 
Some time could be profitably spent in the art of 
make-up. Most schools have several make-up kits, including 
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old wigs, mustaches and beards. From these the pupils should 
have a chance to make up several pupils for character parts. 
This type of work would be carried on best at the end of the 
school day so that there would be ample time for completing· 
the project and removing the make-up. 
This part of the work is very intriguing to the pupils 
and will provide ample motivation for carrying on much of 
the work. 
The matter of costumes will offer little difficulty for 
most schools have built up a wardrobe over a period of years. 
If this is not sufficient, costumes can be borrowed or made 
from inexpensive material with the cooperation of the girls 
in the sewing classes. The importance of stage, lights and 
costumes should not be ignored for they play a great part in 
the overall. effect of the play. 
These suggestions are only some of the possibilities in 
the use of dramatizations. The ingenuity of the teacher and 
the pupils will give evidence of the practicability of these 
dramatizations as an aid in teaching. 
CHAPTER VI 
SUMmARY AND CONCLUSION 
Since dramatization is an excellent means of teach-
ing literature, the writer has attempted to provide such 
an instrument. 
T.he preceding short stories is a collection taken 
from the list of required reading for ninth grade pupils 
in the writer's school. I 
These short stories have been dramatized for ninth 
graders to aid them in understanding and appreciating 
literature, to provide enjoyment, and to encourage read-
ing at a higher level. 
In selecting the stories, the writer tried to keep 
in mind the following criteria: 
1. interest of pupils 
2. heal thy human experiences 
3. education, enjoyment and amusement 
4. adaptability to dramatization 
The value of these dramatizations will be determined 
when mimeographed copies have been made and distributed 
to the pupils. It is the hope of the writer that this 
endeavor may instill in them a desire to read more and to 
prepare some particular play for presentation. 
-92-
Encouragement should be given to them in this event 
and they should be aided in preparing the stage in their 
shop work. 
SUGGESTIONS FOR FURTHER RESEARCH 
For further research the following items are suggested: 
1. A check on reading interest before and after using 
these dramatizations. 
2. An account of the success or failure of this endeavor 
in a teaching situation. 
3. The dramatization of more short stories with the pupils 
providing the dramatization. 
4. The preparation and stage presentation of one drama-
tization produced by the pupils. 
5. The comparison of value in pupil-made dramatization 
and the average.type play presented by the majority 
of high schools. 
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